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Ko,yet time fcrucs, wherein you mayredeeme 
Your baniihthonors,andreflore your felues, 

Into the good thoughts ofthe woild againe: 

Rcuengc the ieering and difdaind contempt 
Ofthis proud King, who IfudieS day and night 
T o anfwere all the debt he owes to you, 

Euen with the bloudie payment of your deaths: 

Therefore I fay. 

fVor. Peace coofin, fay no more. 

And now I will vnclafpe a fcct'et booke. 

And to your ejuieke concerning difeontents 
lie read you matter deepeand dangerous, 

Asfullof perilland aduenterous fpuit, 

As to o’rcwalke a Current roring lovvd. 

On the vnfledfaft footing ofa fpeare. 

Hot. If he fall in. good-night, or fnkc of fwim, 

Send danger from the Eafl vnto the Well, 

So honor erode it, from the North to South, 

And let them grapple: O the bloud more ftirs 
T o rowfe a Lyon, than to flart a Hare. 

North. Imagination of fomc great exploit 
Driucs him beyond the bounds of patience. 

By heauen me thinks it were an ealie leape, 

T 6 pluclce bright honor from the pale- fac’d Moons, 

Or diue into the bottome of the deepe, 

Wherefadotne line could ncuer touch the ground, 

And pbicke vp drowned honour by the locks, 

So he that doth rcdeeiiic her thence might wearc 
Without corriuall all her dignities: 

But out vpon thishalfcfact fellow Aiip. 

Wor. He apprehends a world offigurcs hcere, 

But not the forme ofwliat he fhould attend, 

Good coofingiue me audience for a while. 

Hot. I cry you mercy, 

fVor. Thofefame noble Scots that are yourprifoners. 

Hot. Ilekeepc them all; 

By God he fhall not haue a Scot of them, 

No,ifa Scot would fauc his foule,he Avail not. 
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